7 be mofi lafflcfltable Trar/cdie 

I will moft willing! y attend your Ladyfifip. 

Mate, Lucius 1 will. 

Titus, How now Lauinia, M*y cut what meanes this? 
Some booke there is that fhe defires to feet 
Which is it girle of thefe? open them boy. 

But thou .art deeper read and better skild, 

Come and take choyfe of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy for, row, till the heauens ' 
Reuealethedatnbd contriuerofthis deede. 

Why lifts fhevp her armesinfequcnce thus ? 

TYlarc. I thinke fhemeanes that there was more then one 
Confederate in the fatt, I more there was : 

Or elfe toheauen fhchcaues them for reuenge. 

Tttus, Lucius what booke is that fhe tofTcth fo ? 

Puer, Grandficr (is Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me. 

tJMarc. For loue of her thats gone. 

Perhaps fhe culd itfrom among the reft, 

Titus. Sofc,fo bufily f> cturncstheleaues, 

Helpe her, what would fhe finde? Lauinial hall Iread. ? 

T hisis the tragicke tale of Philomel , 

And treatesofTmwtreafon and his rape, 

And rape I feat e was $ oote of thine annoy. 

Marc, See brother fee note how fhe quotes the leaues. 
Titus. Lauinia,wesi thou thusfurpriz d fweetgirlc, 
Rauifht and wrongd as Philomela was, 

Forcd in the ruthkfle, vaft, and gloomy woods ? 

See,fee ? l fuch aplace there is where we did hunt, 

(O had we neuer, neuer hunted there ) 

Patterndby thatthc Poetheere deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. G whyfhouldnaturcbuildfofoulcaden, 
Vnlcfle the Gods delight in tragedies ? 

T\ i r. Giue fignes fwcct girle for bcerc are nonebut friends. 

What 


of Tit utAri&Yonkw] 

What Romane Lord it was durfl: do the deede ? 

Or flonkc not Saturnine, as Tar quin erft. 

Tbatleftche Campe to finne inLucrcce bed. 

| Marc, Sit downefweetNeece, brother fit dowQe by tne^ 
Jppollo, Pallas, loue, or Mercury, 

Infpire roe that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lord lookc heere, looke heere Laninsa, 

He mites his Tfame with hisfiajfe , and guides it 
with feete and mouth, 

Thisfandiep!otisp!aine,guideifthoucanft. 

Thisafterme, I hane writmy name, 

Without the helpe ofany handat all. 

Curft bethat hart that forft vs to this fhift: 

Write thou good Neece,and heere difplay at 
What God will hauedifcoucred for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen Co print thy forrowes plaine, 

That w e may know the traytors and the truth. 

She takes the fiaffe in her mouth, and guides it with her „ 
fiumpes , and writes, . 

Titus. Oh doe ye read my Lord what fhe hath writ, 
Stuprtttn, Chiron, Demetrius,. , 

Marc, What, vvhat,thcluflfull fonnesof 7k»wv?, 
Performers of thishainous bloody deede? 

Titus. MagmDomtnatorpoli, 

Tam Untus audts feeler a, tam lentus vides ? 

Mara Oh calme thcegentle Lord, although I know- 
Therais enough written vpon this earth. 

To ftirre amutenie in the mildefl thoughts. 

And armc the rnindes ofinfants to exdaimes. 

MyLord kncelcdowne vvilhme,- Lattwia kncelc. 

And 


